60                     CONTARINI FLEMING:

hi thy infinite goodness condescendedst, as it were, to come
down from heaven to call me back to the true and holy
faith of Venice, and to take me under thy especial protec-
tion, blessed and beautiful Mary Magdalen, look down
from thy glorious seat above, and smile upon thy elected
and favourite child!'

I rose up refreshed by this short prayer, calmer and
cooler, and began to meditate upon what was now fitting to
be done. That Contarini Fleming must with all possible
despatch cease to be a schoolboy was indeed evident, neces-
sary, and indispensable. The very idea of the great house
upon the hill, where they teach words, was ludicrous.
Nor, indeed, would it become me ever again, under any
pretence whatever, to acknowledge a master, or, as it
would appear, to be subject to any laws, save the old laws
of Venice, for I claimed for myself the rights and attributes
of a Venetian noble of the highest class, and they were
those pertaining to blood royal. But when I called to my
recollection the cold, worldly, practical character of my
father, the vast quantity of dull, lowering, entangling ties
that formed the great domestic mesh, and bound me to a
country which I detested, covered me with a climate which
killed me, surrounded me with manners with which I
could not sympathise, and duties which Nature impelled
me not to fulfil; I felt that, to ensure my emancipation, it
was necessary at once to dissolve all ties of blood and
affection, and to break away from those links which
chained me as a citizen to a country which I abhorred. J
resolved, therefore, immediately to set out for Venice,
I was for the moment, I conceived, sufficiently well
supplied with money, for I possessed one hundred rix-
dollars, more than any five of my fellow-students toge-
ther. This, with careful husbandry, I counted would carry
me to the nearest sea-port, perhaps even secure me a
passage. And for the rest I had a lively conviction that